To the Immortall MEMORY of that 


moſt Renowned , Religious » Prudent, and Viftorlous 


C ommander, 


HENRY IRETON, 


Here let the Thunder rowle then l And the Ayre 
In ſtartling ſummons to the World, declare 
 Heavn's righteous wrath ! And be the growing Fate 
Of Grief more great, cauſe inarticulate! 


Tuns not unknown, his early thoughts did take 
So much of glory; that he kept awake 
Hauour and Juſtice, and revived Fame 
Bed-rid, and ſpeechleſs but for JRETONS Namez 
"Twas He, whoſe courage warm'd her, when he ſtood 
The Exgliſp Shield, and through a crimſon Flood 
To Freedom march d; when Death was onely ſeen 
In ſhowrs of Bullets to come ſtorming in, 
Untaught to ceaſe, till Victory did reſt 
Her weary wings upon his plumed Creſt, 
The ſtrength and ſafety to this State he brought, 
The many Townes he won, the Fields he foughe 
Shall beſt expreſs him, and ſound alwayes forth 
The Height and Heat of his unequall'd Worth, 
And, making good his Tears with ſalter Brine, 
The fiercer Sharon with the Thames ſhall jayne : 
Ireland by wary Mariners eſchew'd 
As Saints do Altars drench'd in humane bloud, 
By Him finds new Obſervance, and His Hand 
Began the way, to expiate chat Land; 
So ſure were all the Counſailes which he gave, 
As none but IRE TON could ſad IRELAND fave, 
And yet che Land ſo wild, the Ayre ſo ill, 
That nought but IRELAND could our IR ETON kill. 
What Art can reach his Verue, to ſet down 
Wich how much Courage he put off the Gown 
To uuſheath his ſword, when, like a Lion, Hee 
- Fought to reſtore the Evgiib LIBER TIE? 
And ſtill though a&ive, yet no ate 
Could tax his Sword as undeliberate ; 
For ſo diſcreet a Valour did command 
His Warres, that, He being preſent, Fate might ſtand, 
Or paſs unknown, and we almoſt might be 


Secure, to ſay, That Providence was He; 


Late Lord Deputy of IRELAND, &c. 


But Truth and ſafe Divinitie hath taught 

To give a check to th rofaner thought; 

For GO D was alwayes wich him, He aright, 

Did gulde his Heart, and taught his Hands to fight, 
So that in all his Warres there did appeare 

No fight of wrong, nor any ſenſe of Feare 3-- 

But in a perfect harmony rwas thowne, 


The Saint and Souldier could be boch in one; 


And his brave Army did ſo ſtrictly Iive, 

After the great Examples he did give, 

That forreign Nations might with wonder ſee 
How well Religion did with Armes agree; 
And now thoſe Warres expiring, and the high 
And joyfull ſound of Union drawing nigh, 
After he Truth and Freedom did reſtore 

To Earth, He, finding he could do no more, 
To Heav'n aſcended: where He firſt is ſeen 


Next to his God, an armed Cherubin. 


FEC 


HIS EPITAPH, 


Hy weep you here ? and take this Stone tobe 
In vain the Priſon of Eternitie ? 


\"Ler your tranſlated Pietic and Love, 


Look high and joyfull on the roomes above, 

In thoſe great I RET ON lives, the Heat us enſhriue, 
And court bis glorious ſoul, which now doth ſhine 

Mere bright by Death : Tet weep | for yet this Tombe 
Holds Natures chiefeft Treaſprer : would you come, 

And all Perfeftions in one Volume ſee, 

Here every Duſt would make a Hiſtorie, 

Which be that looks on, and not ares a groan, 

Adds but more marble to His Buri al- Stone. 
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